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WATSON'S ART JOURNAL. 



AN OLD MISSAL. 



[Written for Wataon's Art Journal.! 

A Utile missal, old and worn, 

A waif from sunny land 
0!er stormy years, from long past age, 

Has floated to my hand: 

A little wreck from some dim past, 
With countless memories fraught, 

Like time-worn treasure that we touch 
With reverent hand and thought; 

For in my fancy, as I bend 

O'er tiny tinted page, 
I seem to see the holy man 

Who in that far off age 

Lent wondrous skill to countless days, 

Till, as I sadly look, 
A human life I seem to scan 

In place of time-worn book; 

And lingering still in convent cell, 

Where day by day there grew 
This gorgeous tint, that tender line, 

These grounds of gold and blue, 

Watch patient hands, that seldom rest, 
Clear eyes, whose steadiest gaze 

Seek Heaven through their beauteous work, 
Their offering of mute praise! 

And, half in wonder, think to-day 
How, scorning wealth and fame, 

This life-long work was humbly done 
To grace his Master's name! 

And yet, I whisper, as I gaze, 

Was e'er one wild regret 
Born of this gorgeous tinted task, 

For all he must forget! 

Did human nature here assert, 
Through sunny page, it's right ? 

Are brilliant beauties but dumb cries 
For banished life and light ? 

Did he of whom I think to-day 

Find peace as for aloof 
From pure and quiet convent cell 

As from the palace roof ? 

Ah! who shall tell ? His very name 

Is lost as ages roll, 
While still his work is left to give 

Best to some weary soul. 

Some pale, sad Queen has turned, per- 
chance, 

These leaves with snowy hand, 
And humbly breathed its pleading prayers 

Through lips born to command — 

Has for a moment, breaking loose 

From galling earthly ohain, 
Knelt at these portals seeking peace, 

And pleaded not in vain! 

Or at a later day, perhaps, 

Upon these leaves has lain 
Some added tint, some richer glow, 

From old Cathedral pane. 

This sombre page has softly gleamed 

Beneath the silver light 
Of candles — growing faint and few 

At Tenebrae's sad rite! 

The white-robed Priests we almost see, 

Bent low in wailing prayer ; 
The altar, decked for 'morrow's feast, 

Flinging on still night air 



Its fragrance, till, like incense borne 
Through tender, dusky gloom, 

A mingled offering is upraised 
Of prayer and Spring's first bloom. 

Or over prayer for some loved dead 

I count each tiny stain, 
And softly whisper, ' ' Here the tears 

From sad eyes fell like rain !" 

Ah! little book, mine own grow dim ; 

I lay you sadly by, 
And wonder if in future years 

Some other heart will sigh, 

But musing not, as I have done, 
Through dim and faded Post, 

Will only love you for the sake 
Of her who held you lost ! 



FOEEIGN ITEMS. 



Horace Vernet's original sketch of the 
great painting, "LaSmalah," was sold re- 
cently in Paris. The subject of this gigantic 
work is the Due d'Aumale at the head of a 
handful of men surprising the entire house- 
hold of Abd-el-Kader. That Prince one day 
paid Vernet a visit at his atelier, and while 
looking at this identical sketch let fall his 
cigarette. The slight scorch produced rather 
enhances the historic value of the drawing. 
The star of the Paris musical salons this 
season is the Emperor of Bussia's fluatist, M. 
Auguste Charles. He executed some of his 
own compositions at Bossini's last reunion, 
on which occasion the great maestro present- 
ed him with his portrait. His style, say the 
French critics, is quite novel, and will doubt- 
less inaugurate a new school. 

Organs, drums, trumpets and trombones 
are about to join the Organ in celebrating 
divine service, at Trinity Church, Brompton, 
London, Bev. Dr. Irons, Incumbent. These 
will certainly be novel instruments ; but we 
see not the slightest objection to the use of 
them for such a purpose. Some superb 
effects might be obtained by such an accom- 
paniment to many of those noble portions of 
Scripture, so full of martial clangor and the 
" noise of the battle " themselves. We hope 
the experiment will be tried in one of our 
New York churohes ere long. 

When Mile. Lucca made her debut at St. 
Petersburgh, as Marguerite, in Gounod's 
Faust, the enthusiasm she created was so 
great that she was called before the curtain 
twenty-two times! When singing Zerlina 
she was twice encored in the second aria, 
and the demands for a double repetition of a 
later song were so vehement that the Em- 
peror had to give the signal for the perform- 
ance to prooeed. The management have 
since issued a notice to say she oan only sing 
her musio twice. 'Tis worth while being an 
artist under these circumstances. Will not 
our oold audiences of New York take heart 
and be a little more recognisant of artistic 
merit ? 

M. Berlioz has been producing some frag- 
ments from that strange unequal opera of 
his, "Les Troyens," at St. Petersburgh. 

Steibelt's overture to "Borneo and Juliet," 
(still another composer attracted by that fas- 
cinating story,) has been revived at a late 
concert of the Brussels Gonservatoir, and is 
described by a writer in the Gazette Musicale 
to have surprised everyone by its vigour and 
beauty. Will some Orchestra of the oity let 
us hear it ? 



Mendelssohn's Beformation Symphony 
seems not to have pleased so much on its 
second hearing in London. ' The Athenaeum 
of that city considers that " the forced pro- 
duction of this posthumous music by a man 
who knew himself, if ever man of genius did, 
is injudioious if not irreverent." 

Three new lady singers, Miss Sofia Vinta, 
Miss Katharine Poyntz, and Mile. Carola, 
have recently been added to the London list 
of artistes. 

The new "Ancient Concerts," of London, 
are to commence their operations on the 27th 
instant, with Alexander's "Feast", and 
Beethoven's " Buins of Athens " musio. 

Herr Joachim is playing at the London 
Monday Popular Concerts. When shall we 
have the pleasure of hearing this grand art- 
ist here ? 

A certain Herr Schlosser advertises as an 
attraction to his grand evening concert some- 
where in London, the exhibition of three 
letters by the late Edmund Kean. Apres ! 

Madame Ernst has been reading and giv- 
ing a concert at Vienna. 

Among the musio performed at Leipsic, 
in memory of Moritz Hauptmann, was an 
overture by him to an opera called ' 'Matilda. " 
We were hot aware that such a work existed. 

The "Armida" of Gluck has been revived 
at Munich, after a slumber of thirty-five 
years. 

Herr Mangold, of Darmstadt, has been 
setting the legend of "Frithiof." 



A Devotional Calculation. — A laugha- 
ble printer's error, or rather misconception, 
has just come within our knowledge. A 
young lady about to start on a long voyage 
Bent an old book of prayers to be rebound, 
with written instructions on the outside leaf, 
" A week to do it." The book came back in 
a few days elegantly bound in morocco, and 
duly labelled, in gilt embossed letters, "A 
Week to do it," and as the book numbers 
some two hundred pages, the young lady in 
question will have a pretty prayerful time 
of it. 

Paeis. — The rehearsals of Hamlet at the 
Grand Opera, with full orchestra, have com- 
menced, and it is now anticipated that the 
opera will be ready for production at the 
end of the month. At the Opera-Comique 
the general rehearsals of M. Auber's new 
work Le Premier jour de Bonheur, go on 
satisfactorily, and the first performance is 
expected to take place next week. 

BotAl Academt op Music — This institu- 
tion having struggled for nearly half a cen- 
tury to support itself on the voluntary prin- 
ciple, by subscriptions, balls, concerts, &c, 
has been obliged to decide on closing its 
action. The surrender of its charter has 
been offered to the Government. It is sta- 
ted that the directors will cease to act in 
March next. 

Wisdom is achieved by short flights fre- 
quently repeated. 

Fortune is blind, and to pursue her we 
should blindfold ourselves. 

Comedy enlightens foolish people as to 
the eccentricities of — others. 

Life is a ladder which we are constantly 
climbing, without any desire to reach the 
last step. 

No man is happy but he who dies in bis 
cradle. > 



